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think they were bad at the time of appearing in the Lit
Sup. I should have written two new ones, but with this
horrid operation-waste of time shall probably not be able
to manage it.
I have just—since breakfast—been reading St. Augus-
tine's Confessions: assuredly one of the half-dozen
greatest prose books in the world: " the greatest of all
devotional books " I remember hearing Inge call it. I
wonder if you have ever read it. If you do, don't be put
off by the first quarter of it which is rather dull. The
rest is at once the romance and the philosophy of the
greatest of all conversions.
I wish rather you joined in the essay and debating
societies. The contact of various minds with each other is
one of the best things in University life, and you are the
last person to suffer much from its chief danger, the being
" carried about with every wind of doctrine ". Try to see
more than a few people: many whose first appearance is
unattractive may prove interesting. 1 was very glad to see
you punt so well. I should learn to scull and canoe also.
And it would be good to play tennis. All these things are
links with other human beings of which one can scarcely
have too many: I often wished for more when I was
young. Still, I agree—I had to be myself and not a sports-
man; and so have you to be yourself But it is best to
begin with some degree of manysidedness.
Later:
We have just been to All Saints, which was fuller than
I ever saw it, and Canon Deane preached really a fine
sermon on the cloud by day and the pillar of fire by
night: the daylight of the world leaving God in a cloud
and sorrow revealing Him in the fire. Also—what was
more original—the cloud of mystery which is over the
daylight of truth. Theology defines dogmas, science dis-
covers laws, but the ultimate mystery is not to be explained
by either or seen by human eyes. I seem always to get into
sermons when I write to you—I suppose "the schoolmaster
wBich is inherent in every male and the preacher who is

